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SOME TALES FROM BAHAMA FOLK-LORE. 

FAIRY STORIES. 

DE GIRL AN' DE FISH. 

Dis day dis girl vwen' down to de sea for salt vwatah. She ketch 
one little fish hout de conch shell. 1 She name 'im Choncho-wally. 
She put 'im in de vwell. Ev'ry mohnen she use to put some 'er 
breakfas' in de bucket an' carry to de fish ; an' some 'er dinner, an' 
some 'er supper. She feed 'im 'till 'e get a big fish. 

Dis mohnin', vw'en she vwen' to cahy de breakfas' for 'im, she 
sing: — 
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Conch-o,Conch-o- wall - y .Don't you van' to mar-ry me.my deddy short-tail. 

'E comes up an' she feed 'im. Den she let 'im go down. Vw'en she 
vwen' home, de boy say, " Pa, siste' got somet'in' inside de vwell." 

Den de nex' day she come ; bring vittles again for 'im. De man 
say to de boy, " You go behin' de . tree an' listen to vw'at she goin' 
sing." De gal sing : — 

" Conch-o, Conch-o-wally, 
Don't you vwan' to marry me, 
My deddy short-tail ? " 

Huh ! De boy ketch it ; 'e gone ; tell 'e pa. De boy say, " Pa, 
sister say, ' Conch-o, Conch-o-wally,' etc. De man go ; 'e took he 
grange, 2 'e sing, " Conch-o, Conch-o-wally," etc. De fish come hup ; 
'e strike 'im. 'E carry 'im home an' dey had some fur dinner. De 
gal say, "I bet you dis nice fish ! " 

Den de gal took some in de bucket to cahy to de fish. Den vw'en 
de gal vwen' to de vwell to call de fish, she sing, " Conch-o, Conch-o- 
wally," etc. She sing again, " Conch-o, Conch-o-wally," etc. She 
ain' hear no fish, an' she am' see none. She sing again, " Conch-o, 
Conch-o-wally," etc. She begin to cry now, " Conch-o, Conch-o- 
wally," etc. Den she vwen' home to de house, behin' de house, 
an' she cry 'erself to death. 

E bo ban, my story's en', etc. 

1 One of the common sports of Bahama children is to catch tiny fish which find 
harbor in old conch shells. 

2 Fish-spear. 
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B' LITTLE-CLOD AN* B'BIG-CLOD. 1 

Once it vwas a time, etc. 

B'Little-C1od, had one horse and B'Big-Clod had two. B'Big-Clod 
use to take B' Little-Clod's hoss an' to work 'itn, and use to give 'im 
nothin' to heat. B' Little-Clod get wexed. An' 'e vwent to take 
B'Big-Clod's hoss to work too. Vwen 'e vwent to take 'is hoss, 
B'Big-Clod slapped B' Little-Clod down an' 'e sent 'im avay. 'E say, 
" Jus' le' me sleep here to-night ! " 'E sleep alongside 'is granfader, 
B' Little-Clod. B'Big-Clod put B'Little-Clod in front an' put 'is 
granfader over back. An' B'Little-Clod 'e vwent over back, an' put 
'is grandfader in front. An' B'Big-Clod come an' 'e cut off 'is gran- 
fader's head because 'e t'ought it vwas B'Little-Clod. An' nex' 
mornin' B'Little-Clod vwent to buy one bottle o' beer. 'E sent 'is 
granfader a glass o' it, — vwat vwas dead. An' 'e fix on 'is gran- 
fader's head. Good ! 'E still had him layin' down. 'E sent it wid 
de man vwich 'e buy de bottle o' beer from. Vw'en de man vwen', 
'e say, " Sir ! " an' 'e slap 'im side de head to make 'im vwake ; 'e 
t'ought 'im 'sleep an' 'e knock 'is head off. Den B'Little-Clod begin 
to cry. De man say, " No, doan' cry," 'e say ; " I '11 have 'im hur- 
ried decent, an' I '11 give you t'ree t'ousan' dollar besides, if you 
doan' make no noise ! " 

'E dig 'im up an' 'e carry 'im down in market to sell 'im. Dey 
vwas goin' put 'im in jail. Dey say 'e kill one ole man. An' as 'e 
vwas comin' back, dark did ketch him in de road an' 'e ask one man 
to let 'im sleep dere dat night. An' man say, " I let you sleep in de 
hold hoss stable." An' 'e say, " All right, sir." An' de old man did 
ask 'im if 'e was hungry. An' 'e say, " Yes, sir." An' de man did 
give him some cold hominy to heat. An' de man, vwen 'e vwas done 
eatin', 'e vwent in de hoss stable an' 'e set down. An' as 'e vwas 
settin' down de man's wife come past an' see 'im, an' ax 'im, "Vw'at 
you want dere for ? " 'E say, " You husban' sent me dere to sleep 
to-night." 

Vw'en B'Big-Clod did kill his hoss, 'e had his hoss skin in his han' 
an' 'e tied it roun' his feet. De woman did give her husband cold 
hominy to heat. 

All de good t'ings she had for de tailor she put in de shelf. An' 
she put some in 'er bed ; an' she put de tailor in a big chist. An' 
den dey was settin' down in de house, de t'ree on 'em ; de little boy, 
de man, an' his wife. 

An' de man say to de little boy to pitch a riddle, an' den de boy 
say, "I don' feel like pitchin' no riddle ! " An' de woman say, "You 

1 One can see in this story, albeit somewhat mutilated and abbreviated in the 
translation, the Bahama version of Andersen's " Little-Claus and Big-Claus." 



Some Tales from Bahama Folk-Lore. 249 

know you' mudder an' you' fadder learn you some riddles." Hax 'im 
if could n' pitch no riddle. 'E say, " Hall right, mam." 'E say, 
" Ma riddle, ma riddle, ma-rendi-ho. Perhaps you can tell me dis 
riddle, an' perhaps you cahnt." * 

'E say, " My mudder had a hog had twelve pigs bigger 'n de twelve 
burns 2 vw'at vwas in de hoven. De hog vwas jus' 'bout as big as de 
stuff' pig dat de woman got underneath de bed, an' de sty de hog 
vwas in jus' 'bout as big as de chist vw'at de tailor vwas in," — an' 
den de man vwent in de cubbard, 'e take down de twelve burns ; 'e 
take de stuff' pig from underneath de bed. 'E take de chist, an' 'e 
t'row it in de ribber, vw'at de man vwas in. An' 'im an' de boy heat 
de burns, an' dey had de stuff' pig. An' 'e take his wife an' 'e t'row 
'er in de ribber. 

E bo ban, my story 's en, etc. 

DE WOMAN AN' DE BELL-BOY. 3 

It vwas a woman. She hax Miste' Sammy vw'at 'e do vw'en 'e 
go huntin'. She told 'im he turns to wood, 'e turn to rock, 'e turn 
to hiron. Den his gran'mudder call 'im. She said, " My son, talk 
some an' laugh some." 

So dis day 'e vwen' huntin' in de woods. 'E met hup wid dis ole 
woman. She hax 'im 'f 'e vwant to take a vwalk wid 'er. 'E told 
'er, " No ! " 'E say, " 'E neve' vwas bro't up wid company." 

She vwent 'side de bush an' she turn to old vwitch. Her teet' * 
was two feet long. 'E turn to wood. She chop 'im down. Den 'e 
turn to hiron. She bite it down. Turn to rock. She blow it to 
pieces. 'E turn to copper. She p'int it from 'er (vw'en she p'int, de 
rock vwaste avay). 

Den de boy turn to a bell. Den she turn back, said, " Le' me go 
to my restin' hole ! " So dat 's de end o' dat ditty. 

GREO-GRASS AN* HOP-O'-MY-THUMB. 5 

Hop-o'-my-Thumb had five brudders, an' hevery one on 'em vwas 
bigger 'n him ; 'e vwas de younges', an' 'e vwas only as big as you' 
little thumb. 

So now de ma vwas dead. Now all on 'em vwas goin' trabbelin'. 

1 The usual doggerel given when "pitching" or giving a riddle. 

8 Sweet cakes. 

8 In this tale the central thought is seen to be quite similar to that of "Die 
Goldene Ziegenbock," by Grimm. There the boy and his sister, pursued by a 
witch, are transformed into many things. 

4 In European folk-lore the witch is generally characterized by having two very 
long teeth. 

5 Evidently a confusion of " Jack the Giant- Killer " and Grimm's " Thumbling." 



250 Journal of A merican Folk-Lore. 

Dey vwen', dey vwen', all t'r'u' de bushes. So now dey trabbel all 
dat day, an' vw'en de sun was down dey see one light. Now dey 
gone, dey gone, dey gone 'til dey come to dat light. So vw'en dey 
come to de house, Greo-grass wife say, " Children, whey you no 
goin' ? 'f my husban' meet you no here, 'e '11 tear you hall to pieces." 
De woman say, " Make haste ! Come here ! le' me hide you ! " She 
hide 'em somewhey in one secret room in de house. Den, when she 
hide 'em, her husban' come wid a whole lot o' tear-up children ; whole 
lot o' beastes, helephan' — 'e was so strong 'e could kill anything ! Soon 
's 'e git in de house, 'e say, " Humph ! humph ! I smell de blood o' 
one hold Englishman ! " De woman say, " No ! " She say, " 'T ain't 
a soul in dis house ! " Geo-grass say, " Dat haint no good, I smell de 
blood o' one hold Englishman ! " Greo-grass vwen' all t'r'u' de house 
smellin'. Vw'en 'e look in dat room, 'e fin' em ; it vwas five on 
'em. After 'e fin' em, 'e say, " Ne' min', I '11 have dese five fo' my 
breakfas' in de mornin' ! " 

So now Greo-grass had five children, too. His wife made five gold 
cap an' five silver cap. Greo-grass put de five gold cap on his chil- 
dren, an' put de five silver caps on de five hother children. Den 
Hop-o'-my-thumb got up durin' de night while Greo-grass vwas 
sleepin'. He take de five gold cap an' put 'em on his children, an' 
put de five silver ones on Greo-grass s children. 'Fore day in de 
mornin', soon 's de firs' fowl crow, Hop-o'-my-thumb jump hup ; 'e 
call all his children : 'e gone. Den, after Hop-o'-my-thumb gone, 
Greo-grass jump hup. 'E cut off all five he children head : 'e did n' 
know. After a little while 'e fin' hout it vwas 'is children ; 'e vwas 
so vex' 'e did n' know vw'at to do ; 'e gone to his wife, 'e say, " Hey ! 
you cause me to do dis ! 'f you want so hold an' tough I cut hoff you 
head!" Den Greo-grass say, "Ne' min', I go an' look fur 'em." 
So now Greo-grass gone ! Hevery step 'e make half a mile. Now 
Hop-o'-my-thumb fin' Greo-grass vwas gainin' on 'im. So him an' he 
brudders vwen' undernead de rock. So it vwas gittin' dark ; soon 
as Greo-grass git abreas' dat rock, 'e lay down an' vwen' to sleep. 
Soon as 'e begin to snore, 'e v waken all de children dat vwas under- 
nead the rock. Now Hop-o'-my-thumb vwas goin' kill 'im. All de 
hoder brudder say, "No, brudder, doan' go, 'e kill you." Hop-o'- 
my-thumb say, "'F you doan' hush I kill you!" Hop-o'-my-thumb 
come out ; 'e take Greo-grass's sword. Vw'en Hop-o'-my-thumb 
take Greo-grass's sword, 'e come down so; Greo-grass jump two 
mile hup in de hair. Vw'en 'e come down 'e kill 'eself dead ! 
Hop-o'-my-thumb call all de brudders from undernead de rock. Den 
dey vwen' back again to Greo-grass's house. Vw'en 'e get dere, Greo- 
grass's wife say, " Whey Greo-grass ? " Hop-o'-my-thumb say, " Greo- 
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grass cannot come, for Great Cay 1 is belongs to Hop-o'-my-thumb." 
Dat 's all. 

DE DEBBLE AN* YOUNG PRINCE HAD A RACE. 

Once it vivas a time, it 's a very good time, 
It vivas tit my time, it 's old people's time, 
Viv'en dey use' to take codfish to shingle house. 

Dis young prince vwent in chase fur Brer Bobby. 'E say to Brer 
Bobby, " I hear you 's a good gambler." 'E says, " I vwant a trial 
with you." So dey vwent off to gamblin'. After dey vwent off to 
gamblin', de more de Debbie did put out, de young prince would win 
'im. 'E said, " Young prince," 'e said, " I vwant a box four square 
wide, four square deep." Vw'en 'e vwent home 'e told his mother. 
She vwent an' git dis debble box. She said, " Have I tol' you 'bout 
gamblin' ?" So 'e vwent on wid dis box, an' as 'e vwen' 'e met up 
by a man feedin' turkeys. An' 'e ask 'im, " Whey Brer Bobby live ? " 
'E said, "'E live 'bout t'irty miles from here." Vw'en 'e got dere, 
'e knock to de gate. 'E said, " I come to bring you dis box." 'E 
said, " Dat 's right, young prince, it exactly like mine, four square." 

'E give 'im a wooden ax an' a wooden machete. 2 'E said, " I vwant 
my 'erbs fur my dinner to-day." Vw'en 'e vwent, 'is ax break. De 
girl come. Vw'en de girl come, she ax young prince vw'at vwas de 
matter. De young prince say, " You' pa gi' me dis wooden ax an' 
dis wooden machete to cut dis fiel', like I could cut it ! " She say, 
" Young prince, don' cry ; come, lay in my lap." Vw'en 'e vwent, 
young prince lied in 'er lap ; 'e vwent off to sleep. 

She said, " Jumpin' do jumpin', I vwan' dis ground cut, an' I want 
de herbs fur my fader's dinner at twelve o'clock ! " So vw'en 'e 
vwent to his dinner-table he had de herbs dere. "Young prince, 
you good as dat ? " " I good as dat an' better, too ! " 'E said, 
" Heagle heggs up in dat tree, dat glass tree. I vwant 'em down fur 
my breakfas' in de mornin' ! " 'E vwent to de tree, but 'e could n' 
git up. De more 'e go up, de more 'e slip down. So de girl vwen' 
dere ; she gi' 'im 'er finger nails, an' she took his uns. An' den 'e 
brought de heagle heggs to de Debbie, an' 'e ask 'im 'f 'e vwas good 
as dat, an' 'e say, " Good as dat an' better, too." So 'e said, "Now, 
young prince, you marry my daughter." (Did I tell you 'er name ? 
— my daughter Greenleaf.) 

1 Giant's Home. Cay, from the Spanish cayo, a rock or reef, is the name given 
to an island in the Bahamas. 

a From the Spanish machete, a. cutlass, — an interesting reminder of the Bucca- 
neer ancestors of some of these same 'Bahamians, who, if tradition speaks truly, 
were wont on occasion to use these instruments for other purposes than that of 
cutting down weeds and bushes. 
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Vw'en dey vwas married dey sleep dere till two o'clock dat night, 
vw'en dey git hup ; dey cut dese banana tree an' dey laid dem in 
de bed. 

One took de seven-mile hoss an' one took de six. She took two 
heggs as she vwas goin'. 

'E x took 's t'ree-leg jackass ; dat jackass go sixty mile to sixty 
minute, so vw'en 'e vwent from 'is house, 'e say, " Fisky lang, lang, 
fisky too; boss raskality ! " So 'e ketch 'er. 'E say, "My daughter 
Greenleaf, how you git across dis ribber ? " " I drink ; me hoss 
drink ! " An' 'e drink an' 'is hoss drink. 'E vwent on chasin' 'is 
daughter. She vwen' on ; she dash an udder hegg ; she say, " I hope 
dat may be de bigges' pear-pricker 2 dat ever vwas, an' she be on de 
eas' side an' 'e on de vwes' ! " She said, " I cut ; my hoss cut ! " 
Vw'en *e vwas finish cuttin', de girl vwas in de city, so 'e turn back. 

She tol' de young prince she would stop dere at de blin' man's, an' 
'e could go see 'is parents. So she said, " Don' let de puppy kiss 
you' lip, or else you forgot me ! " So 'e vwen' on, an' as 'e vwent home 
'e vwas so glad to see 'im de puppy kiss 'is lips, an' jus' as de puppy 
kiss 'is lips 'e forgot 'er. An' den 'e vwent an' got an'or lady an' 'e 
got married to 'er. After 'e got married to 'er 'e 'ired a servant. 
Dis lady (Debbie's daughter) vwent over de vwell. She said, " I 'm 
too pretty to be a young prince servan' ; I jus' do to be 's wife." So 
she vwen' home an' tole 'im. So 'e vwen' an' hired a middle-aged 
vwoman. So vw'en she vwen' to de vwell, she look up in de vwell ; 
she look up on de tree. She vwent home an' tol' de young prince, 
" Dat vwas a good lookin' lady stayin' to de blin' man's." 'E said, 
" Go an' hax 'er to visit my gardens." 

She had two doves, a rooster an' a pullet, in one cage. She hax 
'er to vwell, an' she brought dese two doves. Doves had a corn in 
de cage. Vw'en de rooster dove would bring out dis corn, de pullet 
dove would carry it in. So dey hax 'er vw'at vwas de meanin' o' dose 
two birds. So she up an' tol' 'em. She say she save young prince 
life, an' 'e brought 'er ere an' lef 'er to de blin' man. So after she 
said dat, 'e flew right from de girl w'at 'e marry an' marry dis one. 
De minister had to marry 'em over again. So after de minister 
marry 'em over again, I vwas passin' an' I vw'isper to 'r 'er ; she 
vwas so good lookin' so young prince run out, an' 'e give me a kick 
an' sen' me here to tell you dat little ditty. Dat 's de hend o' dat 
ditty. 

Charles L. Edwards. 

1 " De Debbie " starting in pursuit. 

2 Prickly pear, one of the Opuntia, very common at Green Turtle Cay. 



